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Oh Mandy 


Author's Notes: 

Well, this one came out of nowhere. I've been working on a completely different fic when suddenly, the idea for 
this one here came to me and | pretty much ran away with it. My other fic isn't even close to being done and 
| finished this one in 3 days. | couldn't believe it! | guess Duff and his life have really inspired me. Once again, 
Nex was my beta on this. | thank her greatly for her help, support and advice. She is my writing guru and l'm 
not sure what I'd do without her <3 I'd also like to give some credit to the song mentioned in this story. You 
can listen to it here if you so choose but be warned! It's super sappy! This is my first time writing Duff so, | 
hope you all enjoy this just as much as | did writing it! :) 


Break-ups are a fucking bitch and that's just putting it lightly. 


In my case, | was going through it pretty rough-no, scratch that-it hit me so hard, my whole world was 
turned upside down and fell apart. | felt so lost and heartbroken. This was not just any break-up, this was the 
big one. Me and my wife of only 2 years, Mandy, had separated. | couldn't wrap my head around what 
happened but we both knew it was coming to an end. Things started out great as most marriages do. We both 
thought it was going to last forever but then again, being young and naive tends to make you see the world 


with rose-colored glasses. | also have this romantic vision of what love and marriage should look like and | just 
wanted to make that life happen for Mandy and |. But we weren't anticipating the seriousness that comes with 
getting married. We would argue all the time. | would take things out on her, and she would take things out on 
me. Some days it got pretty bad. We hated ourselves for letting this happen but | guess some things aren't 
always meant to be..l had to face it. It was over for us. 


| told her on Christmas day, of all the days | could have told her, that | wanted her out of the house and that 
| was keeping Chloe, our yellow lab. She walked out of my life forever that day. 


So now here | was, lying on the bed that | once shared with her, staring up at the ceiling with a bottle of Grey 
Goose in one hand and a cigarette in the other, spiraling down into a deep depression. Most days | tried my 
best to keep myself occupied, which wasn't too hard, especially with a lot going on with the band. When | wasn't 
with them in the studio or playing a show, I'd be out at the LA. clubs hanging out with some of the greatest 
people | knew. And when | wasn't out doing that, well, I'd be here at home like | am now, wallowing in pain and 
sorrow. IT was really hard to keep myself busy at home, which is why | was away most of the time. | had 
Chloe here to play with and keep me company and | was happy about that but | really just wanted human 
contact more than anything. Sorry Chloe baby. Speaking of Chloe, earlier today while | was taking her for a 
walk, | found a box of vinyl records just sitting outside of someone's home with a sign saying ‘Free’ next to 
them. | couldn't possibly pass that up. There could have been some hidden gems in there. You never know! | 
peeled myself away from the bed and moved to the floor, sitting in front of the box. | might as well make the 


most of my day somehow. 


| began flipping through the stack of records, finding mostly shit my parents probably would have listened to. 
Nothing good, at all. No wonder they were just sitting out on the side of the road. | was extremely disappointed. 
That's ok; Ill just have more fun throwing them out the window like Frisbees. Sometimes my intoxicated mind 
found strange ways of having fun in my own home. What else was a lonely, recently separated, bass player 
from Guns N' Roses going to do with his time? Well, | could have been doing a million other things but this 
seemed to be the best at the time. If | really wanted to amp things up, I'd bring my shotgun into the mix and 
shoot the vinyls like clay discs at a shooting range, but | wasn't that far gone yet. 


One by one, | began tossing the records straight out my window. | was having way too much fun with this. 
Letting out a little boyish giggle each time | tossed one. Sure, | was messed up but | really think I'd feel the 
same way even if | were sober. | got down to the final record. | had to make this one special because after 
this, no more vinyl Frisbees. Not unless | wanted to start on my own collection but that wasn't happening. | 
looked at the cover and it was a Barry Manilow record. I've heard of the guy but never any of his songs. | 
took a good look at him on the cover. Man, did he look like a weirdo! How could anyone like his music looking like 
that? | guess looks aren't everything. He could sound awesome and | wouldn't ever know because | was just 
planning on shoving his ass out the window. Oh well. | pulled the record out of its sleeve and | was about ready 
to give it a really good toss until | happened to catch a glimpse of the songs on the back and one song in 


particular caught my attention... 


"Oh, fuck me." 


This weird looking guy had a song called ‘Mandy’? You've got to be fucking kidding me! All the more reason to 
hurl this out the window, right? Wrong. | somehow got this bright idea in my head that | wanted to listen to it. 


So | got up, went over to my record player, put the record on and sat back down to listen. 


The first time | listened, it was the most ridiculous thing | had ever heard. How could anyone actually enjoy 
this shit? Maybe | needed to drink more to enjoy this? With my vodka in hand, | decided to listen to the song a 
couple more times. Fifth time in, | started to think that Barry Manilow was a genius! That he understood me 
and how | felt about Mandy and wrote a song about it! I'm pretty sure that was vodka talking but whatever. 


Tenth time? | put my vocal cords to work. 

"Oh Mandy! Well, you came and you gave without taking, but | sent you away!" 

| took quick swig of my vodka before continuing. 

‘Oh, Mandy! Well, you kissed me and stopped me from shaking and | need you today. Oh, Mandy!" 


As | belt out the chorus at the top of my lungs, Chloe decides to join in with a nice long howl and it was 
beautiful. She knew | was hurting bad because she wouldn't leave me alone. She followed me around 
everywhere, like she was protecting me and making sure | was ok. She would even try to come with me when | 
would go out of the house and she'd be happily waiting there to greet me when I'd come back. | fucking love 
that dog. At least she still loves me. The more | listened to the song and the more vodka | consumed, | quickly 
realized that | wasn't having fun anymore. | began to greatly loathe the song. | wanted it to stop. | didn't want 
to hear Mandy's name anymore. Barry Manilow, why the hell do you keep saying her name over and over? Are 


you trying to torture me? You don't know the hell I'm going through, do you? No, of course you don't! 
"Shut the fuck up!" 


| became so pissed off that | hurled my bottle of precious vodka at my player. The bottle smacked right 
against it, knocking it off the top of the stereo and it crashed to the floor. Barry Manilow and my recorded 
player were no more. Strangely enough, the bottle was undamaged. My emotions began to overwhelm me and | 
started to cry. Then my cries quickly turned into sobs. | fell back onto the bed, buried my head in the pillows 
and began full on sobbing into them. Something | haven't done since | was a kid. It wasn't until that moment 
that | realized how much this really hurt me. As tough as | wanted to be, deep down | was too emotional for 


my own good. 


| eventually passed out after drowning myself in a cocktail of coke, vodka and tears. | wasn't sure how long | 
was out before regaining consciousness again, but | felt like | was in a dreamlike state so | wasn't sure if | was 
really conscious or not. That feeling scared me; not knowing if | was dreaming or awake. | was having that 


feeling a lot lately, no thanks to my drug and alcohol intake. 


As | lay there in whatever-the-hell-state | was in, | heard the door to the bedroom opening slowly and a 
figure stepped inside. | thought | heard them call my name and ask if | was alright but | could hardly tell. Was 


it Mandy? Some part of me hoped it was but as the figure came closer to me, it started to look more and 


more like Izzy. There was no mistaking it was him because | felt that sense of calm | always feel when l'm 
around him. He came over to the bed and sat down right next to me. He then laid me down onto his lap and 
started to run his fingers through my hair. | could feel myself starting to lose consciousness again but my 
heart and soul started to fill with a bit of warmth. It was the best feeling I've felt in a long while. He was 
saying something to me that | couldn't fully understand, but | could tell by the tone of his voice that it was 


reassuring. A light smile came across my face just before blacking out completely. 


Several hours later, | was officially woken up by Chloe licking my face. My head is pounding from hangover but 
| still manage a smile. | patted an open space next to me on the bed and she hopped right up, lying down with 
her head on my lap. | sat myself up a bit and grabbed the pack of cigarettes off my bedside table. | pulled one 
out, put it between my lips and lit it up. As | placed the pack back down, | did a double take and looked at them 
again | noticed one was missing because | keep track of that sort of thing. There's only one person | know who 
would have done that and l'm almost certain he was here. | let out a small laugh and sat back on the bed 
watching the smoke trail up from my cigarette with a smile on my face. Maybe it wasn't a dream after all. 
That sneaky fucker. I'd have to have a little talk with him later. Then in that moment, | thought to myself, 
"You know what? Fuck Mandy. She's already been replaced." 


